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INCUBUS 


Monster, you disappoint me. 
Adolescent imaginings are dark, 

cruel, skin made scales, a trail 

of frenzy in your wake/or 
Vaporous, sweat steaming from your jungle 

hair, your brow a furnace stoked 
On flesh. But you 

shape of all seen before, blond 
King beast of the asphalt. You 

cheated me with lies more awful 
Than yourself. 

That first 

Encounter left me cold, blood 

did not spurt in streams 
Of fear/though you drained me 

of it all. You posed 
In toothless conquest, one raw 

salmon squirming its last 
In your hand. I said, 

‘I never want 
to see you again.”’ 
(You are not even 

Carnivorous.) 


II 


The bones of your face 
begin to mark the surface, a 
Private hint of mortality. Already eyes 
grow brown around the edges. Snow melts 
Ragged wings around you, reveals the earth for what 
it is. 
“Love,”’ 
I say, ‘‘is not an act, nor 
is it a dream.”’ 
‘‘Love,’’ 
You say, ‘‘straddles the two in paradox.’’ You 
hold me in the space between your arms. I grate 
Against the edges of your touch. 
‘Dear 
Someone,’’ I write/but 
where shall I post this note? You 
Leave no clues. At noon 
violets bake in the windowbox 
without so much as good-bye. 


Ill 


Is there a pill that 

kills conception of a dream? 
I have lost you time and 

again/but-you return to my side with 
A beggar’s emptiness, a hunger you will 

never still. I weary of meeting your 
Thin asiatic gaze, the fierce 

love-slits of your desire. You come 
To me in one layer, raw-boned, wind 

chapped hands. The only 
Obscenity I have to offer is 

one inch of flesh around 
My ribs. You say, 

‘‘Now Baby, 

I want you to shit 

all over my face.’’ 

**You’ve got 

To be kidding,’’ I reply, ‘‘someone taught 

you how to ask for what 
You get.’ 

Words rust 

On your tongue/you try to 

move me to love with 
My own tears. What 

are tears to me? 

I have tasted bitterness 

Between clenched teeth. It stings 

but that is all. 


IV 


You the plough, steel 
parting the unsure grains of 
My desire/that shrink from you 
and cling to you in one design. 
I like a strange spurned 
CAT 
Have taught myself this scratching 
game of solitaire. Left with 
The sickness of myself, shifting dizzy lint 
hair in balls upon the floor. Feline 
Verminated dust. 
You are long gone 
in vermicellied lies 
Lies with the thought of you 
in sooted bins/the everlasting 
Backage of your eyes. 
All night we 
Wrestle in bed with our fantasies, laugh 
as our shadows make love on the wall. 


V 


Pale stranger, lead me to 

the spot. Moss 
Runs into ivy, swathes the rotten 

trunks in primieval 
Verdance. We drink 

the storm cloud’s warning, walk summer 
Rain into our mouths. Such 

are words. 

Ruins 

of a southern homestead 
Crumble at our touch. You pause 

before remains of columns, explain .. 
The blue-print of scattered bones. 

“This is the 

Shape of the dream,’’ you say, ‘‘the shape 

of the leaf, the same.”’ 

A three- 

Pronged fate that 

withers in its heat, the 
Faceless dust that 

speaks beneath our feet. 


PROFILES /7 


I think of the 3 
of us bent across our 
Unaccustomed beer sighs 
upon the frosty rims of 


Tilted mugs Later 
of me heaving the dries down 
On the floor And how cold 
it was. 


‘You are all dying’’ in 
Between faces while you held my 
tortured head in bright green 
THUMBS 
and then 
We never spoke of it after dreams 
deterred my words into a song 


NO... 
We live on Separate but with due 
Respect we can not go on 
Inspecting our wounds 

Catlike 


Sometimes at night I hear you 
through the walls both of you 
Stacking cards/laughing 


We are clever foois 
you and I 
Children of the photon spawned 
on blue-print palms 
Of snow. Ice flies 
in our faces, we are 
Full of holes, soak up 
pain like dry sponges. 


We are chain smokers 

of sardonic smiles, 
Machines that suck the 

morning clouds spew 
Out gray storms. You 

grind your ashes cold into 
The coldness 

of my open eyes. The 
Candle between us drowns 

in a wound of wax. The 
Wick still glints in pain. 


Someone 


Struck a match in here __I know that 
smell of gas that follows each 
New flame. And I would strike match 
after match after match Just 
To trap the flint’s perfume (When 
I was young, I never played with fire.) 


We have cultivated 
a dead cobweb above our bed. 
Some evening when 
the breeze returns, it 
Will crumble from the ceiling and 
with net-like octopus hands 
Smother us in our sleep. 


This morning the sun 

plays upon its silver spores, 
Withering motes of dust 

breathe faintly in the light. 
I watch you dreaming/ the 

fine beginnings of your lashes. 


You have no reason to 
walk on crushed glass or 
Lie upon a bed of nails 
for me. Love is redder than 
Blood, more potent than 
your tears. There is no balm 
In salt. One jealous drop 
drying in your palm, or 
All crystals of the ocean. The 
taste is still the same. There is 
No aesthetic healing in 
self-pity. To gaze sadly through 
The windowpane has no deep meaning, 
no music in its veins. Light falls 
Upon your shoulders in the same 
yoke of gold as if you 
Did not know the night that 
chases morning, the 
Black streak in the snow. 


Why do you face me 

turned to a page of shame? 
Yours is a book I never read, 

I do not-want to hear 
This sad and useless story. 

That you have another 
Love is no infidelity to me 

who never knew your secret 
Need, but only the loneliness 

of a transitory man. 

You 

Owe me no explanation, NO 

I am not the Sphinx, I do not 
Expect an answer to the riddle 

I propose: I shall be heir 
To my own prediction. We 

have known the blackest nights, 
Have made mountains together. 

And that is enough forever. 


6 


We are two who 
just happened to 
Fall in place. You (being 
bored-out-of-school) Me 
(being bored-in-school) We 
Never planned to come to this. 
LOVE 
Does cruel things to those ashamed 
to look her in the face. You 
Mold your love from a rib 
of lineliness. We 
Cannot see beyond the season. 
Winter and the cold need. A bomb 
Ticks in my throat. Words 
only promote 
Explosion. We greet each other with 
the speechless mouths of wounds. 


FOR 
Love is no longer something one 
FALLS 
into 
Pebbles sink into the mud. Leaves 
drift lost upon the stream I watch you 
DRUNK 
through sober eyes Tears hot 
On your breath. I said, 
“it doesn’t matter’’ though 
Children lick the ashes of our daily deaths 
laugh in between ghosts You 
Will come back to yourself _ frail 
Archaic smile lingering in the corners You 
have said, ‘‘we cannot salvage the selvages 
Of lost time.’’ Someday 
in early summer I’1l1 awaken to 
The horror of the BOTTOM Fall down in 
broken stars or the tiny shattered 
Veins from your brow. All night 
We bled together among those 
slashed 
Ribbons, touching hands/ 
; Smiling 


OLYMPIAD 


We climb this mountain Hand in 
Hand_ the sun fumbles through 
Clouds unbuttons leaves of trees 
We go 
Paddling 
up the thirsty stones the 
Oven-baked loaves of boulders 
rising dry 
And lichen on tree bark Ash 
flakes of manna. 
“Take this in’’ 
(we caution ourselves) 
“‘Remember”’ 
(we swallow with our packaged wine) 
We 
Wrap up our soiled napkins and 
Close the basket lid 
And from the cliffs 
Goat children cry ‘‘PHAGOS, phagos’’ And in 
Their toothless jaws the dead 


A STAR FELL 


A star fell on the night they met. 
Trailing streams of light 

Like the silver tail of a crashing jet. 
He said, ‘‘That star has been dead 

Millions of years.’’ And yet 
It sent a silent shred 

Of beauty as it went into its grave. 


Time passes. She no longer saves 
His statements like old photographs. 
She stands at an open window 
And laughs 
In the face of spring. Below 
In her garden flowers bloom in brittle rows. 
Life holds no time for dying angels 
Who no longer wear such fragile clothes. 


MUSIC LESSON 


My piano teacher once said, ‘‘Ride 

My hands’’ And stallions thundered through 

The score. I felt the smooth stretch of skin 
around, light bones 

My own hands taughtened like clams 

Struggling to retain the slithery prize 

From the sweeping strain of the waves 

Refusing to be washed ashore 


And when my lesson was over and she 

Walked me to the door, I found the wind 

Outside unchanged and washed my 

Face in its tide. I suppose 

She would have laughed to know that 
even at age ten 

I liked to clomp around inside my 

Father’s shoes Hearing the clumsy 

Space around my toes so still 


THE RAPE OF DIANA/ 
or Moon Landing 


In the black of night the pale 
missile courts the moon. 
The goddess greets his frail 
entry with a sad smile. Soon 
She will receive the earth’s last 
sacrificial king. 
You have scarred 
Her face with past 
failures. You have drilled into her magic shard. 
The new Diana wears 
a crown of lunar-modules in her hair. 
Her star hounds chase 
their tails through outer-space. 
Men of science, pitch 
your tents upon her plains, scale 
Her mountains for your academic itch, 
(the scratching contest of the male.) 
You will not find the Holy Grail. 
Old knights weep beneath their mail. 
It is for the weak to seek 
the secrets of the sky. 
But she will brush you from her cheek 
like a bothersome fly 
Or a sudden tear from her eye. 


FROM THE ADOLESCENT 
TO HER MOTHER 


She flounders on the floor and 
kicks/3 years 
Revenge into your ears. What 
can you do but stand there, piecing up your 
Face? / SAD. She 
is something like the one-legged 
Cricket you found on the bathroom floor 
yesterday. ‘‘Poor thing!’’ you 
Cried, ‘‘He can’t sing anymore.’’ As 
he hopped from tile to tile 
Of your sympathy. Have no pity 
PLEASE 
Have no pity. 
(‘But 
I cannot hate,’’ you say, ‘‘I cannot 
hate a cripple or a child.’’) 
No more tears. The song is dead. 


There is a girl no longer standing here. 

One cigarette still burns in the mirror 
Moments after she 

took her face away. Once I saw 
Her balanced on a spire, clumsy as a 

club-footed angel on the tip 
Of a pin. But with frightened sounds 

of a kitten up a tree, the strange 
Girl refuses to descend. She 

has set fire to all her steps. You 
Call to her from your swallow’s 

nest in the steeple. Extend 
Your ladder across the gap 

to her. She laps your eyes, 
Chokes gratitude from every rung. 


But there’s yet another scene: 
(All in a dream) 


She lies in the sand 
sleeping. Midnight and the moon 
Carve empty bowls out of her eyes. Lies 
there with the tide licking 
Stitches up her legs. Sneakily slipping 
its clean white sheet over her face. You 
Sit, weathered as the wind, stalwart 
as a leafless tree. Her head and 
The weight of the world fall through 
your hands. Not 
One word to wet your lips 
Mother, watching Death’s advance. 
Calm/not speaking. 


So. 
Your hair once was long. 
Your skirts flared, your 
face was pale, you 
Bent forward to brush 
tangles away. All 
This on a winter day. Rainbows 
circling round the 
Potted plants in the kitchen 
windowsill. A baby struggles 
In her crib. ‘‘There’s a silver 
lining in every cloud,’’ you 
Start to say. But stop. You 
have no lullabies in mind. 


FOR THE SAKE OF THE FLY 


Last night you dreamed 

you were a gallant knight 
Clothed in shining mail, mounted 

on a steed of light. 
I was the victim of some 

tragic web, bound in the 
Tangled filaments of my own hair. 


Upon waking, your sweet dream 

becomes my nightmare. 
To save me from myself 

is to destroy all that is frail 
And fine in me. You fail 

to see me as | am. I am not 
The golden princess in the tower 

one silver tear in each eye. 
I am the spider you kill 

‘for the sake of the fly. 


VIKING FUNERAL 
for Michael 


Some midnight when 
you long for rest, I'll 
Fold your tired hands, an x across 
your chest. 
I'll part 
Your troubled hair for one last 
voyage through my heart. 
We’ll find the red 
tide that shallows in the east. 
For 
You have been a fearless pilot 
on this pitching sea. 
A golden sail 
Will carry you through flames 
of harbored memory. 
The moon 
So pale, the sand so clean, the sky 
so black between. 
You will be free 
To drift upon a settled sea. 
Somewhere to sleep among the ashes 
of our discontent, the sands of 
Our impurity. 
To rest 
Your fallen head above 
The wet lap of the ocean’s drowning love. 
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